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	1. Ain't That A Kick To The Head

Disclaimer: I do not own Halo or any of its characters and/or concepts. All copyrights go to Bungie Studios and 343 Industries.

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to live in the Halo universe? I do; well I did a _long _time ago. 538 years ago to be exact. But then something happened to me that changed my entire world...

**CHAPTER 1**

**December 1,2014**

"Dude, quit hogging the Xbox, Seth. I want to play Halo. You've been playing for 3 hours!"

I looked at my younger brother with the sternest face I could conjure up but he looked back at me with his trademark style Troll-face. I couldn't help but laugh at his stupid face. "Dude, I'm serious don't make me flip the circuit breaker again."

My brother sighed at me hoping I would shut up and let him play, but unfortunately for him I wasn't backing down this time. He had chores to do and I wanted to majorly kick some Covenant ass.

"But, I'm just about to finish this match of Team Deathmatch," he whined back at me.

"I don't care if you're in the middle of having a tea party. Mom said she has some chores for you. Now go, I'll finish your game and save your stats for you."

"Fine, you better not lose the match," he said finally getting off the game.

I grinned. "Oh I don't plan on it; besides when have I ever done that to you?"

"Let's see, oh, how about an hour ago when I was doing laundry."

"Whatever, go before mom gets pissed."

I sat down on my bed as I picked up my Halo 4 limited edition Xbox control and finished his lame game of COD. I heard the loud barking of my dogs. They were fighting again, but it sounded a lot rougher that normal. I tried to ignore them as I booted up Halo 3 and began a game of Swat, however it sounded like a war was going on downstairs. I paused my game and went downstairs to see if I could calm them down. I reached the bottom of the stairs and saw a pretty normal sight. Once again my dog Bastion was rough-housing with his daughter Mara-Jade. As usual, they were running around the living room and barking really loud. As Bastion came towards the foot of the stairs, I stepped out in front of him and attempted to stop him.

"HEY, Bastion, calm the fuck down, NOW!" I yelled at him hoping that the tone of my voice would scare him enough to make him stop; unfortunately for me he just ignored me and continued to chase Mara. I watched as they both circled the recliner one more time and stepped directly in front of Bastion.

"I SAID CALM DOWN-"

I never got to finish my sentence. I didn't know at the time, but Bastion was going too fast and couldn't stop. Instead I ended up being used as an airbag as he charged directly into my legs, knocking me over. Unfortunately I was standing in the one spot that if I fell back, I would end up landing in the middle of the hard-wood floor next to the front door. I fell back for what seemed like forever. When I finally hit the floor I heard a loud crack and everything went black.

**So there's Chapter 1, guys! I hope that you like it. I should be starting on chapter 2 shortly, so leave your comments and let me know what you think I should do to fix anything or just some general ideas.**

**Thanks!**

**SR**


	2. Wake Me, When You Need Me

Over the next few days I was unconscious quite a bit; but from what I remember I was taken to the hospital almost immediately after I fell. The doctors told my family that I had sustained a huge break in the bones of my skull and that there was a very high chance I could die. My dad was able to get the doctors to do an experimental surgery that would save me, but it would be a long time before I could leave the hospital again.

"I don't care, I just want my son to survive, even if I end up paying for it forever," he told the doctors. My dad was stubborn that way.

"We'll do what we can. In the meantime, why don't you folks find a place to spend the night," replied the surgeon.

I vaguely remember going to the operating room. There were a lot of bright lights and a bunch of machines I couldn't really make out, my head was screaming in pain and that wasn't helping my vision. It felt like my head had been hit with a trash compactor, I couldn't focus on anything for a long period of time, my vision was shit, and I had a headache that was worse than anything I had ever felt. I was about to pass out when the surgeon appeared over me.

"Schyler, can you hear me?" he asked with concern.

I was in so much pain I couldn't speak, only raise my thumb in an attempt to tell him I could hear him. He nodded so I assumed he knew.

"Schyler, we are going to do what we can to help, but it won't be the most conventional way due to the severity of your injuries. What we're going to do is put you under and take off the top three inches of your skull and then staple a replacement over it. However in order for you to heal we'll need to cryogenically freeze you to make sure nothing goes wrong with the surgery. I'm sorry but it looks like your going to be missing Christmas."

I could tell he was trying to make me feel better by making a joke about missing Christmas. Once again I slowly raised my thumb to tell him to go ahead a do it. Almost immediately I felt a needle enter my arm and an extremely cold liquid flow through it. I started to count backwards from ten in my head and relax. However, I was only able to get to four.

* * *

><p><span><strong>December 15, 2014<strong>

**University Of Iowa Hospital...**

"Hey, Schy, it's me, Seth."

My brother approached a large white box with a small bag in his hand. It had been two weeks since my surgery, and one week since I had been put into a Cryogenic Preservation Bed, or CPB. My brother had visited me almost five time since. Each time he had brought something to do with me, or at least with my 'bed.' Today was no different.

"I brought you someone. A certain fuzzy friend of yours," he said as he pulled something small out of the bag. He placed the object on the top and sat down. "Wolfie missed you. So I thought I would bring him up for you in case you woke up."

He sat in the chair silently for the longest time. He looked around the room hoping I could hear him.

"I also got you an early birthday present at home. A brand new Xbox One," he said softly.

He looked at his pocket and pulled out his phone.

*Sigh*

"I got to go, bro, mom's waiting outside. I'll see you tomorrow."

Seth stood up and gave my bed a kiss, which never happened unless he was really upset. He stood up and pet the stuffed dog and left the room, leaving the only brother he had with his toy.

* * *

><p><span><strong>January 13, 2017<strong>

**U.I.H.**

A tall slender man with slightly gray hair stepped into a chrome colored room and began to examine many different machines that surrounded a large silver box.

"How are we doing today, kiddo?"

Dr. Forpast recorded many different things onto his clipboard as he examined the box in the room with him.

"Happy 22nd birthday bud. Seems like your body just isn't like the other cryo patients, huh?" He looked into the small window on the top of the box and looked at the young face within.

"You missed something big last week. Apparently Russia declared war upon the US again. Kind of concerning, huh?"

Dr. Forpast looked out the window of the hospital room at the many vehicles driving around on the roads below.

As the young doctor continued to stare outside he look up as he saw a large black object falling from the sky.

"I wonder what that is..." He said to himself.

Within moments the entire outside burst into flames as a large carpet bomb shattered near the hospital. Soon the entire hospital was in chaos as doctors raced to save patients. My box was left alone however. I was left under the rubble of my room and forgotten for a long time. Luckily when the bomb hit the only thing damaged was the room itself. Everything else just fell into the road and was buried with the power outlets still intact.

I was down there for a long time I guess, because when the power failed and I woke up, _everything_ was different.

* * *

><p><strong>Hey sorry about the length of this chapter. I just wanted to get through the PRE-HALO stuff. Next chapter should sound more like Halo.<strong>

**Anyways, be sure to leave your comments and suggestions.**

**THANKS!**

**SR**


	3. Revielle

**May 17, 2545**

**Earth, Underneath Streets Of Iowa City, Iowa**

_Beep! Beep! Beep! Cryogenic sequence failure! Repeat: Cryogenic sequence failure! Beep! Beep! Beep!_

Underneath the streets of Iowa City a small black beat-up old box began to flash red with warning lights as a series of alarms began to sound. Smoke began to emanate from the sides as the top of the box began to raise itself upwards. After it reached an incline of 45 degrees, it stopped moving and the alarms subsided. The smoke continued to flow in large amounts as a hand emerged.

* * *

><p>-<em>Repeat: Cryogenic sequence failure!<em>

"Ohh, Mom, turn of the alarm. Give me five minutes!

_Beep! Beep! Beep! Beep! Beep!_

I opened my eyes as I heard a faint hissing noise. Everything was blurry and it took me a minute to be able to focus on anything but my vision finally cleared up and I saw a low, brown, moldy ceiling above whatever I was laying in. Wherever I was it wasn't the Hospital, that much was certain. I raised my hand and gripped the sides of the cold padded box. As I pulled myself up into a sitting position I noticed a small gray toy in the corner of the box.

"Wolfie? What the hell? Where am I, and how did you get here?'

I picked up my stuffed friend and pulled myself onto the edge of the box. I was really weak I soon learned as I became nauseous just as soon as I attempted to stand up.

_Okay, slow down. I've got to take it slow. Maybe I can salvage some of the lights from this box and find out where I am._

I turned around and examined the contents of my bed. there were a few lights exposed and a bunch of wiring that I could fashion into a make-shift flashlight. So I decided to set Wolfie back in his corner and got to work on taking things apart and putting them back together. As I worked I began to hum the theme song to Halo, in order to keep from getting bored. It was tedious work, but I needed to find my way out of here.

Finally, I finished working and held up my light to test it. At first it wouldn't even power up, but after hitting it on the box a couple of times, it turned on. Satisfied with my work, I picked up my buddy and made my way out of there. As I walked down the old creepy halls I saw old pieces of art, stacks of paper, some weird looking medical tools. I continued making my way through the hospital and noticed a small closet with what looked like clothes inside. I put my flashlight on the ground and tried to open the door.

As I thought, the door was locked. But the lock looked as though it could fall out of the door at anytime. I braced myself as I prepared to break down the door and backed up. I began charging at the door, and eventually after about three or four times the lock shattered.

_Wow, that things was pretty old, if it just disintegrated, basically,_ I thought to myself. I grabbed my light and Wolfie, who had fallen off of my shoulder and went inside to get some clothes. As I browsed the dusty contents of the closet I thought about how long this room had to have been locked in order for the lock to become that old. My guess was at least 30 years, which if that were the case I would be 48 years old, depending on how long it had been since the door had last been worked on. Once I got dressed in some scrubs that were more or less my size, I stepped back out into the hall and looked around. On the left side was a cave in, which was where my box was. Directly ahead was pure black, probably just a huge network of hallways and stuff. But, to my right I saw a faint light which I hoped was a way out of this hell-hole. I decided to go right hoping I would find some food and a way out. For about a good ten minutes I walked down the broken, empty halls of the hospital I used to go to for all of my medical needs. I could tell that something bad had happened, because there were large black marks over large areas of the walls and floor. It made me want to cry, most of the area I was in had once been a children's hospital. I shuddered at the thought of all the young children who may have died here when everything went to hell.

Eventually I reached the source of the light I had seen earlier, and looked up. I could see an empty elevator shaft with a ladder on the far side of the long sleek tube. If I was going to get out through this way, it was going to be one helluva jump. I put Wolfie in the breast pocket of my scrubs and backed up in order to get a running start. Once I reached a distance of about ten feet I broke into a sprint and jumped at the edge of the doorway. As my heart raced, I reached out and grabbed the ladder, hitting the wall hard. I involuntarily groaned, as I felt the air leave my chest in protest to the impact. I caught my breath and climbed the ladder until I reached thee hatch at the roof of the hospital and pushed it open.

Light flooded the dark lifeless building as I climbed out into the sun. As I closed the hatch to the roof, I noticed I was in the middle of what looked like a road. Dazed and confused, I just stood there in amazement as I saw so many lights and people walking around. I was busy taking in what I was seeing when I heard a voice yelling at me from behind. I turned around to see what I could only describe as a police officer in black and silver armor with an orange-tinted welding mask on his head.

"Hey, kid! Did you hear me?" the police officer asked me.

I looked at him confused. "No, I'm sorry. What did you say sir?"

"I said, 'get out of the road!.' You're holding up traffic!"

I turned around and indeed there was a huge line of vehicles behind me, waiting for me to move. I raised my hands up in an apologetic way and jogged over to the cop. As I got closer, he raised the shield of his helmet, revealing a man no older than 30 with a slim moustache and green eyes.

"Hey, are you okay, you seem kind of out of it?" he asked me with a face that showed great concern.

I looked around trying to fully understand where I was, and _where_ I was. From what I could tell I was still in Iowa City, because I saw an extremely tall building with what resembled the hospitals old logo on the front. As I began to understand where I was I saw it. Across the street I saw a small metal stand with a bunch of small screens on it with an electronic picture with a word on it that about made me shit my pants. On the screen it said: "UNSC: Join today, Defy the Covenant!"

* * *

><p>I felt a hand grab my shoulder and shake me back into reality. I turned to see the police officer shining a light into my eyes.<p>

"Are you feeling alright, son?" he asked me.

I waved the light out of my eyes and looked at him with fear. "I'm not on any drugs officer. I need you to tell me what the date is please," I asked him with the most serious face I could.

He looked at me confused, but told me anyway. "It's, uh, May 17, 2545, why?"

My eyes went wide as he told me what year it was. According to him it was only twenty years into the war. Reach hadn't been found yet, but if I was right the SPARTAN-II project was still underway.

"Officer, where is the nearest UNSC outpost. I need to get there as soon as I can," I told him while remaining as calm as I could.

"That would be in Chicago, but if you really do need to get there, I really think you should come back with me to the station. Besides your, uh, hospital scrubs are not really what you want to be wearing out in public," he told me as he looked me over with a small grin.

I looked down at my current attire and realized he was right. These five hundred year old scrubs weren't what someone would wear outside. I agreed to go with him and he walked me over to his police cruiser and opened the door. I thanked him as we entered the vehicle and buckle myself in. As I straightened my clothes I felt a horrible pain in my stomach and bent over in pain as I realized that I hadn't eaten since I had woke up.

The police officer looked over at me and realized what was wrong. "You hungry, kid?"

I looked up at him and nodded as I held my stomach. "Yeah, it's been a while since I ate," I said, chuckling. In truth it had been five centuries since I had eaten anything at all.

"Well, I guess, we could stop and grab a burger on the way," he said as he started the car. "Tell you what, why don't you tell me where you got that outfit of yours on the way, that way if anyone asks you have something to tell people?"

"I guess, besides it might help me if you could tell me about stuff I missed."

"Missed?" he asked, looking at me funny.

"It's a long story..."

* * *

><strong>Hey, everybody! Here's chapter three, probably the longest yet. But now I'm up and around and I know it isn't really at an important year in the Halo story, but it's all part of the plan... (devilish grin emoticon)<strong> **Anyway, as always, please remember to leave comments. Oh and I will be taking a small break in order to work on some other personal things but I won't be gone long.** **THANKS!** **SR**


	4. Eventually, Everything Goes Downhill

**May 17,2545**

"Wait a minute. So let me get this straight. You were born in the year 1996, and you're only eighteen years old?"

I looked at the police officer who had volunteered to take me to the nearby police station, and was generous enough to grab me a burger, or two. Luckily, even though I was 500 years into the future, there was still some familiar fast food restaurants, like McDonald's. He looked at me with a face of utter disbelief. In the last twenty minutes I had taken the time to explain when and where I was from. I also told him what had happened to me. He continued to stare at me intermittently as he drove through Iowa City. I simply returned the expression by giving him a cheeky grin.

"Umm, yeah?" I replied.

"But you do realize it's been over 500 years since you went in that recover thing you described?"

"Yeah. Well, unless I'm dreaming. But I'm pretty sure that if this were a dream, this cheeseburger wouldn't taste as good as it does," I said with a smile while waving the sandwich I was eating.

"Ha, yeah, you're probably right, but wait. That would make you at least 530 years old, you know that right?"

All I could do was stare blankly out the windshield of the car. He was right, I was over 500 years old. My friends and family were gone. I mean, sure I had Wolfie, but he was a stuffed animal for crying out loud. I was never going to celebrate another birthday by playing video games with my brother all day. And I was never going to be able to spend a Sunday morning with my mom drinking coffee and eating donuts, either. For all intents and purposes, I was all alone.

The police officer looked over at me, obviously he could tell that what he had said was bothering me.

"Are you okay, bud?"

I continued to stare out the window as I thought, but after realizing that I would only get depressed by thinking about it, I replied. "Yeah, I'm fine. By the way I never got your name, officer."

"Oh, sorry. I'm Officer Jason Bell, Iowa City Police Force. At your service..." he trailed, probably since I hadn't introduced myself either.

"Just call me Aren," I put simply.

Officer Bell looked at me funny, like he thought I was joking. I simply stared back as he looked at me.

"Seriously? I wouldn't have named you that, no offense. You look more like a Bill to me."

I shrugged at his comment and chuckled. "Yeah, I guess, but that's not really my true name. My real name is Schyler, but that reminds me of my family and it's kind of depressing."

As we were getting into our conversation, the radio in the car went off.

_"All units, be advised we have a 10-15 in progress at West Benton and South Capital, assailant has blunt weaponry, Over."_

"This is Officer Bell, I copy, en route to location, Over and Out."

With that, Officer Bell turned on the siren and we tore off into the city.

* * *

><p><span><strong>20 Minutes Later<strong>

As we arrived where the incident was, I could already see a man with a baseball bat standing in the middle of a parking lot yelling at anyone who walked past him. Officer Bell put his hand on my shoulder and looked at me an extremely stern face.

"Stay here, this could get bad. This guy looks a few fries short of a steak dinner, if you get my drift."

I nodded as he picked up his baton and got out of the car. But I wanted to hear what he was saying. So I rolled down the window of the car and leaned over so I could just barely hear him.

As Jason approached the ,clearly, raving lunatic, the man began to act more crazy.

"Stay back, dammit I will use this," he yelled at Bell. "You don't know what I know, so back off!"

"Hey, it's cool, man. Just put down the bat and you can tell me what you know." Apparently Bell knew what to do but I was still on edge about this guy.

"No, I am not putting shit down. You don't know what's gonna happen if you don't listen. The end is coming! Yeah. It's coming and the frozen kid's gonna bring it all tumbling down."

I continued to listen up until the point where he said 'frozen kid.' At that point I started looking for a gun, something told me this was going to get ugly, quick. As I searched the car, I heard the nut-job getting more violent. As I looked over the center console, I spotted a magnum under the armrest. I grabbed it just in time to see the man approaching Officer Bell. At this point I wasn't taking any chances. I burst out of the car and pulled back the slide on the gun and hid behind the car door.

"Back away, sir, I will used force if necessary," yelled Bell as the man got closer to him with his bat raised above her head.

"NO! You're just gonna shoot me, and THAT AIN'T HAPPENING!"

After that things went nuts and the guy sprinted to Officer Bell and began clubbing him with his bat. I knew that I was the only thing that was able to help, so I stood up and pointed the magnum at him.

"Hey! Over here, Bitch!" I yelled at the man and to my surprise he turned and stared at me.

"You're next, BOY!"

As he finished his threat I pulled the trigger and shot him in the leg. As the bullet entered his leg he dropped the bat and fell to the ground. I ran over to Officer Bell and helped him up. Thankfully, he only had a few welts on his arm. He walked over to the man and put him in cuffs as he spoke into his radio.

"This is Officer Bell, subject in custody. Be advised, shots fired, ambulance needed at my location."

_"Copy that, ambulance en route."_

Then Officer Bell walked over to me and took the gun.

"What the hell were thinking?"

I looked at him in shock. "You needed help. I was the only one who could, so I did."

He shook his head. "You could've shot me, you know," he paused and shook his head. "All that for a civil disturbance. Well, anyways, that was a nice shot."

"Thanks, hey can we go to the station yet?"

He just laughed at that. "Sure, just hang on we need to wait for the ambulance."

I sighed and took a seat on the hood of the car. "Fine..."

* * *

><p><strong>Hey guys! Sorry it took me a bit longer to get this chapter up, but I have had a bit going on.<strong>

**I have some news! From now on I am going to be doing something that another author is doing that I thought was cool. Okay, if you leave a review _and_ follow my story I will try and make an OC based upon you. BUT you need to leave a review in order for me to do so.**

**So as usual, feel free to leave a comment/review and tell me what you think.**

**As always, SR**


	5. Luck

**May 17, 2545 (1530 Hours)**

* * *

><p>Officer Bell and I arrived at the police station roughly 2 12 hours after the incident with the crazy guy and it was a pretty quiet drive. When we got there Bell walked me to the rec room where he found me some clothes to replace my old hospital scrubs, then we went to the locker room and he let me get cleaned up. Apparently, when you're a TV dinner for 500 years your body still finds a way to start smelling and your facial hair still grows.

After I was clean, shaved, and clothed, we went to the operations area and I was told to wait while Officer Bell reported on what had happened earlier. While I waited I found a news article on a table, unfortunately I had no idea what it was about, apparently something there was some sort of big debate going on over some aspect of the war. I kept on reading for a short twenty minutes, in an attempt to keep from being bored, until an officer approached me from across the room.

"Hey, kid, are you waiting for someone?"

I set down the paper and looked up at the man hoping he wasn't going to yell.

"Um, yeah. I'm actually here with Officer Bell, why?"

"Oh, no reason, you've just been sitting there for a while and was wondering if you wanted to do something while you waited."

I set the article back on the nearby side table and jumped up from my chair. "Sure, why not. What do you have to do around here?"

The officer walked out from behind his desk and grabbed a pistol from one of the weapons lockers. "Well, I heard how you put a bullet through the knee of that nutjob earlier while you were with Bell, and I figured you might want to shoot a few targets downstairs at the range. Nothing dangerous, I'll load the gun with non-lethal rounds," he said as hey handed the empty weapon to me.

I looked at the gun, cautiously, I was still trying to get over the fact that I had shot a guy earlier. But, if I was going to make any difference in the war, I was going to need to know how to safely handle a firearm.

"Won't you get into trouble for doing this?" I asked the police officer as I accepted the pistol.

He shook his head. "Nah, if anyone asks, I'll tell them you are signed up for the instruction courses."

"Okay, then let's go."

* * *

><p>Down at the range the officer signed the log and grabbed 2 pairs of noise cancelling headphones and 2 sets of safety goggles. We walked into the next room and he explained everything to about 20 minutes of talking he asked me if I had any questions, to which I said no. So he loaded the gun with a magazine of 12.7 x 40mm non-lethal rounds. He racked the slide to make sure it wouldn't jam and handed it over to me.<p>

"Here you go, just give me a minute to set up the range," he said as he walked over to a small computer and began typing in a training session code. "Once the targets start moving, feel free to start shooting after you turn the headphones on."

"Right." I turned them on and began aiming down the sights. As I got into a comfortable stance I didn't notice the range spit out the first two targets. The police officer must've walked up next to me while I was busy because I almost jumped when he tapped me on the shoulder and pointed down-range. I looked and saw a metal cutout of a man with a Kalashnikov and took aim at where his heart would be and slowly squeezed the trigger.

_BANG!_

As the gun fired, it jerked itself out of my hand and flew behind me, but not before hitting the ceiling and pulling my arm up. As my arm flew up I felt a pop in my elbow and could tell I pulled ssomething important. I gripped my arm and scowled at the pistol which was now in the hands of the police officer who was approaching me.

"Are you alright? That looked like it hurt."

I rubbed my elbow and looked at the targets which had both stopped moving. "Yeah, that sure as hell hurt, though. But it looks like I hit both of the targets," I said as I pointed.

The officer holstered the pistol and typed into the computer for a second. Then the targets slid apart so they stood side by side. Sure enough the bullet had passed through both targets clean. In the middle of each was a 3" hole in the same exact spot on each.

"Damn, kid. You ever shot one of these before?"

"Umm, no, no I haven't, why?"

He looked at me with a face of utter shock. "Because, I've been teaching kids and adults for the last seven years how to fire a gun and I have _never_ seen anyone else do anything remotely resembling what you just did. Now with you're lying and have handled a gun before, or you are extremely lucky."

Just then I remembered something from the opening cutscene from Halo 3.

'_You had something they didn't. Something no one saw but me. Can you guess? Luck.'_

I looked at the man and smiled. "It's probably just beginner's luck."

"Fair enough; well we had better get back upstairs, besides Ibet Bell is done talking to the Chief by now.

* * *

><p>Once we reentered the operation room I noticed Bell was waiting. "Did you take him down to the range like I think you did, Wallace?"<p>

The officer who was with me smirked at officer Bell, "Why, afraid he beat you personal best?"

"No, I just don't want him hurt. Apparently he is the subject of a 500 year old missing persons case. And I just learned where his relatives are, smartass. Not everything is a competitive sport."

I stared at Bell. I had relatives who were alive? "Where is my family?" I had to find them. My personal mission to save the world could wait.

"Relax, Aren. They live here in Iowa City. In fact I was just getting ready to take you there."

"Then let's go."

* * *

><p><strong>AU<strong>

**HEY GUYS!**

**SR here and I wanted to say thanks to the following people for your support and input on the fanfic:**

**dadman9994**

**JM38LACK**

**nobodyreallyimportant**

**Dr4g0nb411z**

**MrSpartan3398**

**Again thank you guys for you hopefully continued support.**

**Also remember that if you want an OC based upon you please leave a review and follow the story. Only people who do both will get one. Once I see that this has happened I will PM you and then ask for information about your OC that you want me to incorporate.**

**As always, **

**-Soul's Release**


	6. Premonitions and Advice

**May 19, 2545 (0630 Hours) Chicago, Illinois**

* * *

><p>'<em>You will become the best we can make you. You will be the protectors of Earth and all her colonies.'<em>

I saw burning cities and raging fires, hundreds of Covenant forces were charging up a barren hilltop towards a single green figure. He didn't run, or even flinch, instead the figure dropped a magazine and slapped a new one into the rifle he was holding and prepared for the worst. As the first squad of Elite Zealots approached him a barrage of missiles rained from above and blew the massive horde of aliens to pieces. Those who remained were unable to focus on their target and fled as they were gunned down by assault rifle fire. As the green figure finished another armored figure, this one white, approached and slapped the other on the back.

"Great work today, John. Come on, let's head home, Dr. Halsey wants to see you. She says she has something to give you."

The armored figure, now known as John nodded and slung his rifle across his back. "Then it's time."

Both figures watched as an aircraft landed nearby and nodded to each other and climbed aboard.

* * *

><p>"Hey wake up, we're at the UNSC recruitment center you wanted to go to, Aren," Jason Bell said as he shook me awake.<p>

I had been dreaming of the Master Chief, from what I saw it was during the final days of Reach. I stretched as I sat up in the passenger seat of the police cruiser. Over the past 48 hours I had gone through a lot, I had learned that I was a natural at firing a pistol, and was extremely lucky. And as a bonus I now knew that my family lived on. Apparently my descendant was named after me, too. It was somewhat of an honor to be named after me. I guess my brother was a sentimental guy after all. My family had become wealthy, and they were living in luxury. A thing I always wanted but never had. I didn't tell them who I was because I knew if I did, they would never let me join the war. I couldn't afford to stay with them. I had to go, I had a mission and I was the only one who could do it.

No pressure though.

I looked at Jason one last time before I opened the door. "Hey, Jason, I just wanted to thank you for all that you've done for me."

He cocked his head to the side, as if wondering why I was speaking the way I was. "Sure, no problem, bud. Are you sure you'll be okay?" he asked with a slight frown.

I smiled. "Yeah, don't worry about me, you take care of yourself. And take my advice, that vacation to Africa you're planning for 2552? Don't take it, in fact go to Hawaii instead."

He looked at me confused. "Huh? Why's that?"

"Just take my word for it. I'll see you around." With that I opened the door and climbed out of the car.

* * *

><p>Jason just looked at me as I approached the building and pondered what I said. <em>Hawaii, huh? I guess that's as good a place as any." <em>Jason started the car, waved to me and drove off.

* * *

><p>I gazed upon the recruitment center for a moment. If I was going to save the human race and stop the war, I sure as hell was going to need some training.<p>

"Well, let's just hope those medical restrictions have changed since the last time I was thinking about this," I said to myself.

With that I jogged up to the glass doors of the building and pushed it open. Almost instantly I could smell poorly made coffee and paper, lots of paper. I walked inside and looked at the directory. The recruitment office was on the third floor. _Great,_ _I hate stairs. _I walked further into the building and climbed the short flight of stairs to the third floor pausing every so often to admire the different areas of the building. I entered the office I was looking for and instantly noticed a pair of police officers with MA5B Assault Rifles in their grasps. I entered the room being careful not to make a fool of myself. I approached the desk and rang a small bell and waited for assistance.

A tall, muscular trooper appeared from a side room from the left and took a seat behind the desk. After he straightened his uniform, he smiled and set his hands on a stack of papers.

"Can I help you, son?" The man asked softly.

I hesitated but smiled back. "Yes sir, I wanted to join the marines. I believe I would be an exceptional soldier, with-" I was cut off by the laughter of the two police officers behind me.

"You want to join the marines? A shrimp like you?! That's fucking hilarious! Hey, Bert can you believe this kid?" On of them said to the other.

The other cop was on the floor, laughing. "No, man, this is rich!"

The trooper stood up and his face turned almost beet red. "Excuse me, but did I give you two jokesters permission to speak?! If I wanted comedy hour, I believe I would have asked. Now stand up and shut the hell up!"

Both of the cops stopped instantly and regained their composure. The stood straight up and were silent. As I began to get a bit worried I wasn't going to be able to join the trooper straightened out his uniform again and looked me over.

"Sorry about that, son. Now you said you wanted to join the marine corps, correct?" He asked in a softer tone than a moment ago.

"Yes, sir," I replied quickly.

The trooper opened a door and allowed me to come behind the counter. As I entered the room he retrieved a small device with a wrist strap and a small headset; he attached the small device to my wrist and placed the headset upon my head.

"Then you will need these. Please follow me to the physical testing area."

I did as I was told and followed him through a series of hallways to a colossal outdoor space full of what looked like an obstacle course. He stopped at a small computer and typed in his ID and password. As he prepared the course he began to explain the exercise.

"Alright, in order for you to be considered for the corps, you'll need to navigate your way through this obstacle course, retrieve the flag at the other end and bring it back here. Once you've finished, if you perform adequately enough you will be allowed to join. The small device on your wrist is a heart rate monitor, it will allow me to monitor your vitals as you progress. If you get lost and need a hint, use the headset provided and I will attempt to assist you. Within the course is also a small paintball gun with a drum of paintballs. It will be used for a seek and destroy scenario which will be marked. You will not be provided padding, for it is designed to assess how much punishment you're able to withstand. Do you have any questions, boot?"

I stared at him for a moment and grabbed the headset and stepped on it. Then I grinned at him and simply replied with five words.

"I won't need this, sir."

He grinned back at me. "Then begin."

As soon as I saw him start the timer, I was gone into the maze.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Note:<strong>

Sorry that it took so long for me to get this chapter up, I have had a lot of things going on. Hopefully I will be able to get chapter 7 up quickly. To those who have OC's based upon them I haven't forgotten about you, I just have been trying to get further into the story so that when I do incorporate them it won't be weird.

Thanks again to everyone who has been supporting me through their reviews and remember to leave a review and follow the story for an OC of your own.

**Thanks,**

**Soul's Release!**


End file.
